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The Noble Fiſher-man. We 
| | how he gave one 

| Hoods Preferment, ſuewing how he wan a Prize on the Set, and 
| oy DAE and the other to the building of Alms⸗houſes. Tune of, In Summer time. 


Summer time when Leaves grow green, What is thy name thon fine Fellow? F 


when they grow both green and long, p2ay thee heartily tell it ta me, 
Of a bold Dat ow talꝰd Robin Hocd, 7 b . own Country where J was bo2n, 
it is ot him Jung this Song. men tall me, Simon over the Lee. | 


Uhen the Lilly Leaf and the Elephant Simon, Simon, ſaid the good wife, 

doth bud and ming with a merry cheer, J wiſh thou mayft well book thy name, 
This Dull was weary ot the wood-ſive, The Mat-law was ware of her courteſte, 

and chaſing of the Fallow-Deer. _ and rejoyc*d he had got tuch a Dame. 
The Fiſher-men bꝛave maze money have, Simon; wilt thou be my man? 

then any Perchant two oz thaee, and good round wages i le give thee, 


. WCherefoze will 3 to S:artrough go, J have as good a ſhip of mine own, 
. that 3a Ficher⸗man bꝛave may he. as any ſaiis upon the Sea. 
bis Dat-law called his merry men all, Anchozs and Plancks thou ſhalt want none, 
as they ſat under the green-wood tre, Pais and Ropes that are ſo long, 
tanp et you have gold to ſpend, | And if that you thus furniſh me, 
Ipzappou heartily ſpendit with me. laid Simon, nothing ſhall go w2ong. 


as, auoth Robin, ile to Scarbrough go, They pluckt up Anchoz, and away dit ſail, 
"WF. it ſeems to be a very fair day, hs moze of a day than two 02 tee. 
Wbotaok up his inn at a widdow-womans When others caſt in their baited books, 
dan hy upon the witers grer. (touſe thebarelines into the Sea caſt he. 
Aube asked bim where wert thou bozn, It wild be long ſaid the aſter then. 

0} tell to me where doſt thou fare # ere this leng Lubber do thꝛive on the Ses. 


J ama yoo? Fiſherman, ſaid he tho, Ale afſare von he ſhall have no part of our filh, 
ibis day intrapped all in cats. foꝛ in truth he is no part woꝛthy . 
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— Tue Second Part, to the ſame Tune, 
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O Woe is me ſaid Simon then,” < Paſker, tye me to the Paſk (he laid) 
this day that ever 1 came here, that at my mark J may ſtand fair, 
I wiſh J were in Pomyton Park, . And give me my bent Bow in my hand 
in chaſing ok the Fallow Deer. AY and never a French-man will J [pare 
| n nie fo ſcott; Be dzew bis arrow to the very head, 
2 * mens and dzew it with all might and main; 
Af J had them in Flompeen ark And ſtraight way in the twinkling of an eye, _ 
J would ſet as little by them all. doth the Frencn- mans heart the arrow gain. 
bey pluckt up Ancho2 and away did ſail, | The French- man fell down on the Ship hatch.” 
moe of a dap then two oz thzee, and under the Patches down below; 1 
Eut Simon eſpy d a ſhip of war, Another French- man that him did eſpy ' 
that ſailed towards them valouronſly- the dead Cops into the Sea did thꝛow. 
O woe is me, laid the Paſter then, O Pater loole me from the gat (he ſaid) 
this day that ever J was bozn, and toz them all take vou no care : 
Foz all eur fiſh that we have got, And give me my bent Bow in my hand 
is every bit loſt and fozlozn. and never a French- man will J ſpare. 
Fo2 yon French Robber on the Sea, Then raight they boarded the French his 
they will notſpare of us one man, they iving all dead in thetr ſight : | 
Put carry us to the Coaſt of France, They found within the Ship of Mar 
and lay us in the P2iſon ſtrong. twelve thouſandpound in money bꝛight. 
But Simon ſaid, do not fear them, The one half of the Ship ſaid Simon then 
neither ꝙ iter take vou any care, i le give to my Dame and Childzen (mall :, 
Give me my bent bow in my hand, The other half of the ſhip i'le give 4 
and never o Frerch- man will 4 ſpare. to you that are my fellows all. 
Bold thy peace thou long Lubber, But now befpa-c the Paſter then 
fo2 thou art nayght but bꝛags and boaſt, fo2 ſo dimon it ſhall not be 
If Jſhould caft thee Over-board, Foꝛ You have won it with your oben hands 
there's but a ſimple Lubber loft, and the owner of it ou mud be. 
Simon grew ang: p at theſe woꝛds, It ſhall be ſo as 4 have ſeid # 
and lo angry then was he, and with this gold fo: the oppꝛeſt 
That he too his bent bow in his hand, An habitation J wil! b:ttio 


and to the Ship-hatch go doth he. - where they all live in peace and itt. 
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